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“Karain: A Memory” における幻想の構造
後藤隆浩1）
The Structure of the Illusion in “Karain: A Memory”
Takahiro Goto
Abstract
　In this paper, the narrative structure and the illusion in the text, Joseph Conrad’s “Karain: A Memory”, are 
analyzed through the close reading of the text. The narrative structure of this text is composed of two elements. 
These elements are two narrations. Two narrators of this text are “I” and “Karain”. These narrators tell the story 
from the viewpoint of the first person “I” in the form of their recollection. Karain, the main character of this 
story, is created as a mysterious person. Karain has been suffering from the illusion of his friend. Karain shows 
various conditions caused by a psychological phenomenon as a reaction to the illusion.
Keywords: narrative, illusion, psychological phenomenon
Ⅰ．語りの構造
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They were Karain’s people―a devoted 
following. Their movements hung on his 
lips; they read their thoughts in his eyes; he 
murmured to them nonchalantly of life and 
death, and they accepted his words humbly, 
like gifts of fate. They were all free men, and 
when speaking to him said, “Your slave.” On 
his passage voices died out as though he had 
walked guarded by silence; awed whispers 
followed him. They called him their war-chief. 
He was the ruler of three villages on a narrow 
plain; the master of an insignificant foothold 
on the earth―of a conquered foothold 
that, shaped like a young moon, lay ignored 























As to Karain, nothing could happen to him 
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unless what happens to all―failure and death; 
but his quality was to appear clothed in the 
illusion of unavoidable success. He seemed 
too effective, too necessary there, too much 
of an essential condition for the existence of 
his land and his people, to be destroyed by 
anything short of an earthquake. He summed 
up his race, his country, the elemental force 
of ardent life, of tropical nature. He had its 
luxuriant strength, its fascination; and, like it, 






















Some ten years ago he had led his people
―a scratch lot of wandering Bugis―to the 
conquest of the bay, and now in his august 
care they had forgotten all the past, and had 
lost all concern for the future. He gave them 
wisdom, advice, reward, punishment, life or 
death, with the same serenity of attitude and 
voice. He understood irrigation and the art of 
war―the qualities of weapons and the craft of 
boat-building. He could conceal his heart; had 
more endurance; he could swim longer, and 
steer a canoe better than any of his people; 
he could shoot straighter, and negotiate more 
tortuously than any man of his race I knew. 
He was an adventurer of the sea, an outcast, 

















































The old sword-bearer’s face, the worn-out 
and mournful face so covered with wrinkles 
that it seemed to look out through the meshes 
of a fine dark net, could be seen close above 
his shoulders. Karain never moved without 
that attendant, who stood or squatted close 
at his back. He had a dislike of an open space 
behind him. It was more than a dislike―it 
resembled fear, a nervous preoccupation of 















This, in view of the evident and fierce 
loyalty that surrounded him, was inexplicable. 
He was there alone in the midst of devoted 
men; he was safe from neighbourly ambushes, 
from fraternal ambitions; and yet more than 
one of our visitors had assured us that their 
ruler could not bear to be alone. They said, 
“Even when he eats and sleeps there is 
always one on the watch near him who has 
strength and weapons.” There was indeed 
always one near him, though our informants 
had no conception of that watcher’s strength 
and weapons, which were both shadowy and 































Meantime we noticed that, even during the 
most important interviews, Karain would often 
give a start, and interrupting his discourse, 
would sweep his arm back with a sudden 
movement, to feel whether the old fellow was 
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there. The old fellow, impenetrable and weary, 
was always there. He shared his food, his 
repose, and his thoughts; he knew his plans, 
guarded his secrets; and, impassive behind his 
master’s agitation, without stirring the least 
bit, murmured above his head in a soothing 
tone some words difficult to catch.  



















































He dispensed justice in the shade; from a 
high seat he gave orders, advice, reproof. 
Now and then the hum of approbation rose 
louder, and idle spearmen that lounged 
listlessly against the posts, looking at the 
girls, would turn their heads slowly. To no 
man had been given the shelter of so much 
respect, confidence, and awe. Yet at times 
he would lean forward and appear to listen as 
for a far-off note of discord, as if expecting 
to hear some faint voice, the sound of light 
footsteps; or he would start half up in his 
seat, as though he had been familiarly touched 
on the shoulder. He glanced back with 
apprehension; his aged follower whispered 
inaudibly at his ear; the chiefs turned their 
eyes away in silence, for the old wizard, the 
man who could command ghosts and send evil 
spirits against enemies, was speaking low to 











































































　The first thing we heard was that Karain’s 
mysterious sword-bearer had died a few days 
ago. We did not attach much importance to 
the news. It was certainly difficult to imagine 
Karain without his inseparable follower; but 
the fellow was old, he had never spoken 
to one of us, we hardly ever had heard the 
sound of his voice; and we had come to look 
upon him as upon something inanimate, as a 
part of our friend’s trappings of state―like 
that sword he had carried, or the fringed red 
umbrella displayed during an official progress. 





















　And we three, strangely moved, could 
not take our eyes from him. He had become 
enigmatical and touching, in virtue of that 
mysterious cause that had driven him through 
the night and through the thunderstorm to 
the shelter of the schooner’s cuddy. Not 
one of us doubted that we were looking at a 
fugitive, incredible as it appeared to us. He 
was haggard, as though he had not slept for 
weeks; he had become lean, as though he had 
not eaten for days. His cheeks were hollow, 
his eyes sunk, the muscles of his chest and 
arms twitched slightly as if after an exhausting 
















Of course it had been a long swim off to the 
schooner; but his face showed another kind of 
fatigue, the tormented weariness, the anger 
and the fear of a struggle against a thought, 
an idea―against something that cannot be 
grappled, that never rests―a shadow, a 
nothing, unconquerable and immortal, that 
preys upon life. We knew it as though he had 














　“I came here . . . I leaped out of my 
stockade as after a defeat. I ran in the night. 
The water was black. I left him standing alone 
on the beach. I swam . . . he called out after 
me . . . I swam . . .”
　He trembled from head to foot, sitting very 
upright and gazing straight before him. Left 
whom? Who called? We did not know. We 
could not understand. I said at all hazards―
　“Be firm.”
　The sound of my voice seemed to steady 
him into a sudden rigidity, but otherwise he 
took no notice. He seemed to listen, to expect 
something for a moment, then went on―
　“He cannot come here―therefore I sought 
you. You men with white faces who despise 
the invisible voices. He cannot abide your 






















“He has never followed me here. Was not 
the wise man ever by my side? But since the 
old wise man, who knew of my trouble, has 
died, I have heard the voice every night. I 
shut myself up―for many days―in the dark. I 
can hear the sorrowful murmurs of women, the 
whisper of the wind, of the running waters; the 
clash of weapons in the hands of faithful men, 
their footsteps―and his voice! . . . Near . . . 
So! In my ear! I felt him near . . . His breath 
passed over my neck. I leaped out without a 
cry. All about me men slept quietly. I ran to 
the sea. He ran by my side without foot steps, 
whispering, whispering old words―whispering 
into my ear in his old voice. I ran into the 
sea; I swam off to you, with my kriss between 
my teeth. I, armed, I fled before a breath―
to you. Take me away to your land. The wise 
old man has died, and with him is gone the 
power of his words and charms. And I can tell 
no one. No one. There is no one here faithful 
enough and wise enough to know. It is only 
near you, unbelievers, that my trouble fades 
























































１）“Karain: A Memory”が “The Lagoon”と同
様なテーマを有していることは、多くの
読者の共通認識と言ってよいだろう。例
えば、Frederick R. Karl は、次のように説
明している。
“Conrad’s early theme, that a man caught 
in passion loses his manhood―a condition 
characterized by loss of courage, loyalty, and 
responsibility―is familiar from An Outcast 
and is repeated in ‘Karain,’ the fifth story in 
the volume.”Frederick R. Karl, A Reader’s 
Guide to Joseph Conrad  (1960, revised 
edition 1969; Syracuse University Press, 
1997), p. 118.
“‘Karain’ is Conrad’s most ambitious story 
prior to ‘Heart of Darkness.’ The theme 
and language of the earlier ‘Lagoon’ are 
repeated, but in the telling and conception 
Conrad carried ‘Karain’ further, as he 
himself recognized.”  Frederick R. Karl, A 
Reader’s Guide to Joseph Conrad  (1960, 
revised edition 1969; Syracuse University 
Press , 1997), p. 119.
２) Joseph Conrad, “Karain: A Memory” 
Almayer’s Folly and Tales of Unrest 
(Collected Edition of the Works of Joseph 
Conrad; London: J.M. Dent and Sons, 1947), 





物である。Frederick R. Karl は、次のよう
に指摘している。
“ . . . but Conrad’s early heroes, unable to 
play the heroic role, are only able to take the 
heroic pose.” Frederick R. Karl, A Reader’s 
Guide to Joseph Conrad  (1960, revised 
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